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of that sort. The end of the matter was that Des-
launers was dissuaded from having anything furthei
to do with the undertaking.
From sheer force of hatred he had grown virtuous,
and again he preferred Frederick in a position ol
mediocrity. In this way he remained his friend's
equal and in more intimate relationship with him.
Mademoiselle Roque's commission had been very
badly executed. Her father wrote to him, supplying
him with the most precise directions, and concluded
his letter with this piece of foolery: "At the risk of
giving you nigger on the brain!"
Frederick could not do otherwise than call upon the
Arnouxs', once more. He went to the warehouse*
where he could see nobody. The firm being in a tot-
tering condition, the clerks imitated the carelessness
of their master.
He brushed against the shelves laden with earthen-
ware, which filled up the entire space in the centre
of the establishment; then, when he reached the lower
end, facing the counter, he walked with a more noisy*
tread in order to make himself heard.
The portieres parted, and Madame Arnoux appeared.
"What! you here! you!"
"Yes/' she faltered, with some agitation. "I was
looking for-----"
He saw her handkerchief near the desk, and
guessed that she had come down to her husband's
warehouse to have an account given to her as to the
business, to clear up some matter that caused her
anxiety.
"But perhaps there is something you want?"said
she.
"A mere nothing, madame."